
The Tragedie e/Hamlet 

My Liege and Madam, to cxpoftulate 
What maieftie fhoirld be, what ducie is, 

Why day is day, night night, and time is time. 

Were nothing but to wafle night, day, and time, 

Therefore breuitie is the foule of wit, 

Andtedioufneffe the limmes and outward floriflies? 

I will be briefe your noble fonne is mad : 

Mad call I it, for to define true madneffe. 

What ift but to be nothing clfe but mad ? 

But let that goe # 

Quee* More matter with lcffe art. 

Pol, Madam, I fwcarc Ivfe no art at all. 

That he’s mad tis true, tis true, tis pittic, 

And pittie tis* tis true, a foolilh figure, 

But farewell it, for I will vfe no art, 

Mad let vs grant him then, and now remained 
That we find out the caufc of this effc&, . 

Or rather fay thecaufeof this dcfeA 
For this cffe& dcfe&itie comes by caufc : 

Thus it remaines and the remainder thus 
Perpend, 

Ihaue a daughter, haue while file is mine, 

Who in her dutie and obedience, majke, 

Hath giuen me this, now gather and furmife, 

To the CelesUaH and mj foule s I doll the moff beautified 
Ophelia, that's an ill phrafe, a vile phrafe , beauti- 
fied is a vile phrafe 9 but you fhall heart :ihtu in her 
excellent white bofome 9 theft &c. 

Quee. Came this from Hamlet to her t- 

Pol. Good Madam flay awile, I will bcfaithfull, 

Doubt thou the fiars are fiee p Letter. 

Doubt that the Sunne doth moue 9 
Doubt truth to be a ljer 9 
Tutneuer doubt l loue. 

O deercOp^//Vi,IamilIat thefe numbers, I haue not arttt 
reckon my groanes , but that Tloue thee beft, oh moft beft bc» 
leeue it ! adie w. Thine euermorc moft dcarc Ladle, whileft t!w 
machine is to him, 

Pol oJhis in obedience hath my daughter foovviune (lUmto* 
And more about hath his foliating,* 

A* 


<Prince of Denmark . 

As they fell out by time, by mean:*, and plate,’ 

All giuen to mine eare. , 

King. B at how b ath (he recciu d his loue ? 

Pol. What doe you thinke of me ? 

IOno. As of a man faithfull and honourable. 

Pol. I would faine proue fo, but what might you thinke 
When I had fecnc this hot loue on the wing ? 

As I perceiuM it (I muft tell you that) 

Before my daughter told me, what might you, 

Or my deare Maieftie your Qucene heerc thinke. 

If I had pbid ihe Deske, or Table- booke, 

Or giuen my heart a working mute and dumbe^ 

Or lookt vpon this loue with idle fight. 

What might you thinkePno, I went round to worke, 

And my young Miftreffe this I did befpeakc. 

Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy ftarre, 

This muft nor be s and then I preferipts gaue her 
That fhe fhould locke her felfc from his refort, 

Admit no meffengers, recciue no tokens. 

Which done (he cooke the fruits of my aduife, 

Andherepcfd, a Ihort tale to make. 

Fell into a fadneffe, then into a faft. 

Thence to a watch, thence into a weakneffe. 

Thence to lightneffe, and by this dccienfion. 

Into the madneffe wherein now he raucs, 

A nd all we mournc for. 

King. Doe you thinke this ? 

Quee. It may be very like. 

Hath there beene fuch a time, I would faine kno w that* 
That I haue pofitiuely faid, tis fo, 

When it prou’d other wife ? 

King. Not that I know. 

Pol . Take this, from this, if this be otherwife 5 
' If circumftances leade me, I will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hidindeed 
Within the Centre. 

King. How may we trie it further ? 

Tot. You know fometimeshe walkcsfourc houres together 
Hccre in the Lobbie. 

E * Qute, 
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